62    THE   SOUL   OF   AH   IMMIGKAHT
American  sailors  on board an  American  steaxne
which chanced to come to Molfetta.    This was su<
a rare happening that of course I learned of it, ai
taking a  special leave of absence from  school,
went  to   call upon   the  honorable  gentlemen,  tl
American sailors.    For all I know they may hir
been Chinese coolies, but as lon$; as they were <
board an American steamer, to me they were Amci
cans.    There were several interesting and peculn
things   about   these   American   sailors.     For   01
thing, they were very paragons  of filth,    I I!k<
to hear them speak their foreign, and to me, aba
barian" language, I can recall to-day their shouts i
they unloaded the coal.   And most interesting of n
was the sight of them drunk on the streets of our li
tie Molfetta, where drunken persons were never see
They had gone ashore, and taking advantage of tl
inexpensiveness of our good Mblfcttcse wine, the
had laid in a goodly provision of it, and from tl
way they staggered about the streets, it was <rv
dent that they had stored away within their bodil
cellars slightly more than they could carry well, V!
boys followed them from street to street, and ma<
sport of them in order to hear their funny jabbering
Another glimpse of America,  strangely  contn
dictory to the one I have just related, came throup
a ship builder who lived in Molfetta.    Tins ma
was quite well-to-do, and greatly respected In 01
town.   He had been in America several years, ha    But while that story, "From the Appe-lose them.
